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A GAY OLD TURK. 


‘* Poor Pa is degenerating rapidly. At one time the fuir sex were all in all to him; now he seems to look upon them as mere machines, sent into 
the world especially for his benefit. I think that Mr. Bolossy Kiralfy is in some degree to blame for this startling development in Dad’s character; at 
anyrate, it is only since a recent visit to Constantinople in London that the chunge has been noticeable. Papa is at present trying to ape the Turkish 
Pasha, and is worrying the female members of his establishment nearly out of their lives. Pour Mamma and Evelina are really to be pitied.”—Toorsiz. 


SOME WINTER TRIALS. PUPPY CHATTER. 


— oe 


“THIS fearon as our old friend Captain Johnson 
calla one William Cady, who died in 1687, in the twenty- 
fifth year of his age, somewhat suddenly, at Tyburn, “ was 
a native of Norfulk county, and the son of an eminent 
surgeon.” 

In his firat adventure on the road, he met two gentlemen, 
and inquired of them the way to Staines. They said they 
were going there, and would be glad of hix company. On 
reaching a convenient place he shot one through the head, 
and ordered the other to stand and deliver. The other 
replied that he was a captain in the Guards, and that if 
Cady wanted his money he must fight for it. Several shota 
were fired ; and the cxptain’s horse being shot under him, 
the captain handed over a watch, a diamond ring and 
twenty guineas, Cady then “tied him head and heel, 
nailed the skirts of his coat toa tree, and rode ofl in search 
of more booty.” 

Hlis next encounter was with Lord Dundee, who was 
mounted on horseback, and accompanied by two servants, 
Cady rode up to them and asked if they had: seen aman 
gallop by (he having instructed a confederate to do so), and 
added that the villain had altel Bint of Aly pounds 
, ri vhi t coing ny his landlord, ane 3 Ww 
It is well-nigh impossible to look dignifiel And it is equally impoxible to act Adonis with bal But the man who can receive a water rate with Chris- mee whieh be were baie jantabigi ‘ nel he it iy 
While a goodly portion of snowball is forcing its coll! in ier cog el ein eater faeae tenis pee lgrgpeh. ere oe er ag tel i nts mts ordered his two footmen to pursue the robber, but when 

ray dawn : ; ; her six, deserves the “Slope c 1 ; 
betel birt Hose pan oo your back, Dh eines beescareeapridats ee ae Award of Merit” without the option of a funeral, I they were well vut of sight, ¢ ady turned upon and robbed 
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hin of a gold watch, a gold snuff-box and fifty guineas. He then 
shot his lordship’s horse, and rode after the footmen, whom he 
found about a mile off with the supposed robber. Cady Sroariag 
them to let the man go, they refused, on which he shot one d 
and the other took to flight. 

_A large reward being offered for his apprehension, he escaped to 
Flanders and joined the Benedictine Friars, He here acquired an 
extraordinary character for learning and piety ; but, after awhil 
growing tired of the monastic life, he feigned sickness, and form 
a plan or filling his puree. Among thoxe who em loyed him as 

‘ather Confessor were two young, rich, and beautiful ladies, and 
these came to his bedside to confess. Suddenly producing a pair 
of pistols, he robbed them of their diamond rings and money, and 
binding them together, left them locked up in his cell, boc timy ri 
Father of the convent that he was going for a stroll in the fields, 
but would soon return. 

He returned—to England, and shortly after his arrival met with 
a hop merchant and his wife upon Blackheath. The former, after 
a stout resistance, he robbed of twenty-eight pounds, and bound to 
a tree; but on the latter he could only find half a crown. Ina 
rage, he ordered her to give him her wedding ring, threatening to 
cut off her finger if she were not quick about it. She pulled it off 
quickly, put it in her mouth, and swallowed it, on which the 
ruffian, in a rage, shot her through the head and rode away. 

Making his way to the North, he met on the road a prebendary 
of Durham, whom he tried to rob, but finding nothing on him, 
shot him dead. He next, in Norfolk, stopped a coach in which 
were three gentlemen, and robbed them of 8 hundred and fift 
rounds, One fired a blunderbuss at him without effect, on whic 

e shot the gentleman through the heart. 

His last crime was the robbing of a lady on the highway and 
the murder of her groom; but, two gentlemen riding up, a fierce 
struggle ensued, in which Cady’s horse was shot under him, and he 
was made prisoner and taken to Newgate. He showed no sign of 
repentance, and wpa his trial behaved with the most daring 
insolenee, calling the judges “a huddle of almswomen.” He was 
put into the condemned hole, where he “ continued to roar, blas- 
pheme, and get drunk.” On the day of his execution, “the cart 
stopped as usual under St. Sepulchre’s wall, while the bellman 
rang his bell and repeated his exhortations. Instead of being 
moved, he ce to storm and rail because they stopped him to 
hear “an old puppy chatter nonsense.” At Tyburn Tree this 
ruftian “died game.” 

e . e e e 
LATEST FROM THE LECTERIER. 

the bot off mistri iss still a waten forr the sho to beginn. 

he av orleo arsk wen iss tuppens iss a goin too be pade. 

he seem a reslute boi. 

; eae av tel im iff nobodi els doant cum thare wont be no 
lecter. 

he sai “o woant thare you bett.” 

he look a despritt boi. 

(Newt week, “ Under the Bed.") 


TO CORRESPONDENTS. 


** Couresrouden wishing their MSS. or Sketches to be returned, 
should inclose a stamped envelope i enough to contain the 
contributions submitted. Do not inclose loose stamps. 


Thanks, but it’s uncertain, FANNY ; Glad to hear so, ARTHUR 
Heatu. Much obliged ; but Avy, LAW LIMB, Little wealth has 
to bequeath, Half a crown will buy it, PYRO; Sorry, SN1P8, your 
sketch dova not Quite approach our standard, thank you, Rather, 
BILuy, go the lot, Fur too long, we fancy, FLAMBEAU, Though 
it’s written fairly well. Hepyy to oblige you, NIX, but How on 
carth are wetotel? That's the artist, ¥.S. BLackwoon ; Yes, 
of course you may, C.G. Quips, of course, you mean, INQUIRER, 
Ev'ry Monday half a a. : : 


“ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY.” 
The Largest Circulation of any Illustrated Paper in the World, 


Forwarded to any part of the World, Sarawak and Bechuanaland 
excepted, post free: 
3 Months, 1s. 6d.; 6 Months, 3s. 3d.; 12 Months, 6s. 6d. 

In Stamps or P.O.O.'s payable to GU.BERT DALZIEL, 
“THE SLOPERIES,” 99 SHOE LANE, FLEET STREET, Lonpoy, E.C, 
Weekly Contents Bille and Show Cards will be sent post free to 
Newsagents on application, 


PARIS 
On sale at all Kiosques and Booksellers’, at 20 centimes, or by 
special arrangement at our 
PARIS AGENCY, 22 RvG DE La BANQUE. 


—_————— 


NINE OLAIMS ALREADY PAID. 


—£150— 


Will be paid to the next-of-kin of any Man, Woman, Boy, or Girt 
(Railway Servants on duty excepted ), who shall be to meet 
with his or her death in a Railway Accident to Train in 
which they are travelling, in any part of the United Kingdom, 
PROVIDED a copy of the current issue of “ ALLY SLOPER's HALF- 
Hoxipay” be found upon the Deceased at the time of the Accident. 
“ALLY SLOPER'S HALF-HoLipay” # published throw hout the 
United Kingdom every Wednesday afternoon at 1 o'clock, and the 
Insurance lasts one week from that time, expiring at 1 o'clock the 
Sollowing Wednesday afternoon, 


JUMBLES AND GINGERBREAD. 


ScENE—Restaurant, : 
"iret Customer (grumbling). Hare requires keeping. 
‘Second Custoner (grumbling). That depends. ; 
First Customer (grumbling). Nonsense, sir; you can't keep him 
too long. : 
Sioond Customer (grumbling). Yes, you can, sir, before you kill 
him. s*% 


* 


Eilitor. 1 notice lately that the love passages in your stories 
have seemed to lack sincerity a8 it were, Mr. Scribbler. 
Author. Well, yes, the same thing has been pointed out to me 
before. 1 ought never to have got married, I'm afraid. 
tC ad 


* 
THERE is no sound which sleepless wights 
So well and truly riles, 
As that which love-lorn cats o’ nights 
ndulge in on the tiles, 
ss 


s 
Reader. 1s Mivs Inkslinger engaged to be married, do you 


k 2 
"Publisher. Yes; she told me £0 last week, Why do you ask? 
Reader. Oh! [noticed in the MS. of her new novel she’s got 
small sandy-haired man as a hero, instead of the tall dark one who 


figures in her other books. ** 


Young Lady (in Post Office). We girle seem to be very attractive 
to you young men. 


One of the Young Men. Yes; there's something about you that 


*t about other girls. 
there isn Tady (in Post Office, considering). 1 wonder what that 
it’s our salaries, 


You 
ia? Oh! 1 know, of course. 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


FASHION FANCIES.—By Miss Sloper. 


No. 908,—The “Snowball” Costume, 


“SLi! this is wi.” “ Never mind, 
Til emoke it.” 


Lady Friend. Well, how did you like the supper, dear? 
‘Modern Youngster. All spoof, Not a bit of turkey, no “fizz,” aul nota 
blooming cigar. 


COMPOSERS COMICALLY 
COMMUNICATED. 
No, 4.— Paddy Whisky. 


ZOO-ILLOGICAL STUDIES. 
Bearwigs. 


a ye 


(Saturday, January 20, 1894. 


Benevolent Stranger, What's the matter, little fellow? 

; Little Feilow, Boo-hov-hvo! I’ve bashed my thumb with this 
‘ere hammer. 
_ Benevolent Stranger, There, there, don't cry. Try and behave 
ike a itis pep. i 

ittle Fellow, All right. D—n! And now T spose you won't 
be pleased, but it's what my dad always sys whee Wa Kaovks kis 
thumb. se 


* 

Friend. So your new boarder has gone, Mrs. Stewbone? Hc 
didn't make « very long stay. 

Boarding-House Keeper. No, indeed ! and he insulted me dreail- 
fully before hc left—me what's been in the business for thirty years 
come midsummer. 

Friend, He abused you, I suppose ? 

Boarding-House Keeper. Oh, no! I shouldn't have minded that, 
but he gave me a bouk on elementary cooking. 


THERE was a young farmer of Norwich, 
Who lived upon nothing but porwich ; 
When they sneered at his taste, 
He replied in hot haste: 
“It's the nicest and healthiest forwich.” 


s 
Anglo, 1 suppose you don't play cheers in America, do you? 
Yanko, Oh, yes! we're rather partiul to it. Why do cca think 
we wouldn't be? 
Anglo. I shouldn't have thought you'd have cared to play with 
Eines and a and knights. 
‘anko. That's why we like it, ‘cosa pawn can capture a queen 
or even mate a king. es 
s 


Otp Broadbeam met Grabber, the debt collector, last Saturday 
evening as he was going home, and after inquiries as to health, etc., 
he said, “Why, it seems to me, Grabber, that your work's never 
done.” “I beg your oe answered the other. “That's just 
where youre wrong ; It’s always, dun.” 


s 
Snipper. It seems awfully wrong to me to punish a man for 
committing suicide. 
Snapper. They don’t. They only punish him when he tries and 
fails, and he certainly deserves it then for being such a bungler. 
ss 


s 
First Little Darling. Fancy accusing meof powering my face! 
Totelitit : , : ee 
Second Little Darling. Yes, dear, it is. Why, she might know 
that if you did you wouldn't lock 80 yellow as you do, 


Mre, Stayont. Yes, 1 confers dear John leaves me a great deal to 
myself, but absence makes the heart grow fonder, you know, dear, 
4 esa True, indeed ! how you must adore your husband by this 

me, love. 


oe 
During the Frest. 
Clerk. 1 would like a day off to-morrow, if you please, sir ; my 


aunt is going to be buried. 
Em ployer. Certainly, Jones, certainly. Er—by-the-by, where 
docs the funeral take place, the Welsh Harp or the Serpentire ! 


s 
Crossing over Waterfriar's Bridge. 
"Arry. Wot the ballyooly did yer give that there cadger a 
‘a’penny for, Bill? 
Bill, 'Cos’e allers calls me “Sir” ; and w'cnever I can afford it, 
1 comes this way and ’as a ‘a'penny worth. 


= 
WR are not cannibals; but yet, 
As everybody knows, 
This chilly weather makes us feel 
Inclined to toast our toes. 


s 
Lodger. 1 notice you charge me the same high price for ‘coals 
still, Mrs. Skinner. that you did during the strike, 

His Landlady, Well—er—yes ; but, you see, I ain't got ria of 
the lot £ ‘ad in then, sir. *,* 

Sunday School Teacher, Ah, Johnny, I'm afraid you're not 
speaking the truth! Do you know what becomes of bad little boys 
who tell stories? 

Bright yas ga Yes, ’m. 

Sunday School Tvacher, Then tell me. 

Bright Pupil, They goes for pleecemen, ‘m. 

Sad 


s 
A da, Poor Clara's husband must bea shockingly mean sort of 
pun: 
Kitty. Indeed ! 
‘Ada. Yea, he actually refused, the other day, to give her the 
money to buy him a birthday prezent with ! 
ba ss 


s 

Young Sharpshins. What's the meaning, dad, of the expression, 
“ Brevity is the soul of wit"? 

Old rpshine, Why, my head (Ree men occasionally make a 
joke. The okes are generally , consequently the shorter the 
joke the less misery they inflict upon their acquaintances, 0 come 
clever fellow started the idea of the soul of a joke being in its 
brevity. *° 


Stern Parent (interrupting). Quite ro, sir, quite so. You tell me 
that you have proposed to my daughter, but—er—you say nothing 
of your position. 

Nervous Suitor. My position, sir?) Oh—er—the—the usual onc, 
1 believe—on my knees, you know. 

ss 


s 
Brown. U notice Wilkins has given up smoking lately, altogether. 
Smith. Yes; ever since his marriage, | believe. 
Brown. Ah! his wife objects, I suppose? 
Smith, Well, not exactly ; you see, she's very fond of it herself, 
and the poor chap says he can't afford the luxury for both. 


= 
THERE was a young Whitechapel lad, 
Whose ready-inade suit shrank so ba 
That a constable bright 
Locked him up one wet night 
For being improperly clad. 


* 

Futher, Hallo, Tommy ! who have you been fighting with? 

Tommy (somewhat aorse for wear). With Johny, round the 
corner. 

Father. What about? 

Tommy. ’Cos he tells such awful lies. His people come from 
Hounslow, and he says there ain’t no highwzymen on Hounslow 
Heath, “° 


Tramp. Spare a poor man a trifle, sir, please, that ain't tasted no 
fuod since yesterday. 

Benevolent Householder, 1 cannot give you any money, my good 
fellow, but here is a bottle, take it, its contents will do you good. 

Tramp. Wot's in it, guv'nor—spirits? 

Benevolent Househoider, No, my friend ; it is a patent medicine, 
guranteed to cure “ that tired feeling. 


ee 


Ewery Monday. One Halfpenny. 


LARKS. 
Full of Fnnny Pictures and Side-Splitting Reading. 
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99 SHOE LANE, FLEET STREET, LONDON, E.C. 


Saturday, January 20, 1894.] 
TOOTSIE AT DRURY LANE. 


Sir Avavates TARRIS'S first Robinson Crusoe ntomime was 
produced ou Boxing Night, 1881. It was written by FB. L. Blanchard, 
and the music composed by Oscar 
Barrett. Miss Fanny Leslie was Rob- 
inson, and Mr. Arthur Roberts Mra. 
Crusoe ; Mr, Charles Lauri was Friday, 
and Mr. Harry Nicholls Will Atkins ; 
Mr. Herbert Campbell was not in the 
cast; Polly was Miss Amalia, and Mr. 
Harrv Jackson the Cockatoo, 

Polly. Perkins this year is played by 
Miss Marie Lloyd quite up to the 
latest “Ta-ra-ra” era. Robinson is 
Misa Ada Blanche, and_ his little 
“Misaua,” Dan Teno; Will Atkins 
is Mr. Herbert Campbell, Friday is 
Little Tich ; and Captain Perkins and 
his mate are played by two of the 
Poluskis, 

In speaking of the plot of Robin- 
son Crusoe at Drury Lane, a critic 
said, the other day: “What need to 
retell the old story of Crusoe’s career, 
as it is told in the ‘book’? Themain 
lines must be retained in any case. 
We cannot hope to improve on Defoe's 

lot.” This young man is rather 

‘unny. He must have forgotten his 
Defoe a little bit. There are no Pollies 
in the old story, or, for that matter, 
Perky Snookses either. Robinson did 
not shine as a domestic character, and 
behaved badly to his aged father. 

Another critic, 1 noticed, said that 
the reason the principal boys’ parts_in 
pantomime are taken by girls is be- 
cause good enone oung men, or boys, could not be found, 
That sounds lamb-like also. I don't believe anybody wants to 
find them. I expect the girl-boys draw best. Youth ul and im- 
pulsive young literary gents are let loose at Christmas time 
among the critical cofumns, and they have their say. Once, and 
once only, perbare— they have it. 

The book of a pantomime is a peculiar production. There is 
bound to be a book, which, toa great extent, has to be followed, 
because each member of the company is jealous of his or her 
business being interfered with bs anyone else. At the same time, 
however, each has some gag or bit of business hidden away that he 
or she intends to spring on the rest on the first night. Sometimes, 
owing to nobody knowing what jokes are in reserve, the same joke, 
carefully nursed up, is —— two or three times the same evening. 
And, oh, dear! it’s droll to see the blank look on the face of the 
nee rg explodes the same old, damp squib late at night: 

eing, o 
course, bliss- 
fully ignorant 
of the pre- 
vious els 
sions), when 
he finds it’s 
but a fizzle. 

You will 
find, when 


Two Savages. 


mime at 
Drury Lane, 
that it has 
now plenty of 
fun in it, and 
is more gor- 
veous than 
ever. Unfor- 
tunately, on 
the first 
night, the 
Guiding Star, 
Sir Augustus 
himself, was 
laid up at 
home and un- 
adle to give 
the final mag- 
ic touch to 
the show, but, 
since then, he 
has been 
down to the theatre, and whatever you may have fancied that 
Tuesday evening was wrong is quite right uow. 

The scenery this year is surprisingly good, and the costumes (the 
exact number of which it would be curious to ching! of elegant 
design and well-chosen colours. The big scene tl is year ix, of 
course, the History of England in Twenty Minutes, from which 

ood boys and girls home from school may learu a lot with very 
ittle trouble, and something to this effect: That the principal 
event in the life of William I. was his landing at Hastings, and that 
in William II's, his being shot by Tyrrell; that Henry 1.’s most 
memorable deed was eer himself, and Queen Eleanor’s, her 
cold pisining of fair Rosamond. And, after all, that is about the 
extent of the knowledge possessed by “grown ups” with regard 
tu these historical personages. 

There is a capital shipwreck, and a scene at the bottom of the 
sea, where all kinds of funny finny ones are collected together and 


Robinson Crusoe: 
ADA BLANCUR. 


Polly Perkins: 
Marie LioyD, 


Captain Persins: 
W. PoLusal. 
perform a very bright and effective hallet. And a grand scene is 
that on the Golden Reef, where the sivages, beautiful to look 
upon, put in a gorgeous appearance, The harlequinade, of three 
scenes this year, possesses considerable novelty of treatment 5 anil 
our old friend, Lary Payne, is well to the fore. 1 might go on 
describing the various items of this colossal show, but by doing 
so would only confuse you, You will go and sve fur yourself, of 

course, and I promise you you will be well pleased. 


8. PoLUsaL 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


SOME “LONG-FELT” WANTS. 

WHENEVER a yurticularly bold lunatic launches a particularly 
bad magazine, newspaper, or journal upon our unsuspecting 
ager he invariably says in hia introductory editorial that his aim 
s solely to “supply a long-felt want.” Bosh! A. SLOPER says 
* Bosh!" and means “bosh.” Let there be no more of it, If any- 
body wants to supuly “long-felt wants” in 1894, let ‘em have a go 
at supplying the fo lowing : 

A ninepenny pair of pixce nez for the “Eyes” of the Thames. 
Wanted billy. i 

Half a dozen unemployed tailors or sail-makers to take in a few 
breadths of the unseemly * Fulness” of Time. 

A person of good moral habits, capable of rebuking, in fitting 
terms, the “ Liberty” of the Press, 

‘A set of second-hand artificial teeth for the “Mouth” of the 
Wanidle, 

A free hair-cut, singe and shampoo for Reachy “ Head.” 

‘A four-in-hand tie, pair of white woollen gloves, imitation dia- 
mond shirt-stud and a fourpenny “smoke” for the “Swell” of the 
ocean, 

Palliasze and mattress to fit the “ Bed” of the river. 

Chunk of lint and a ha'porth of vaseline to go on the place where 
the young man sat down on the “Spur” of the moment. 

A gallipot of goose-grease to lubricate whatever has been heated 
by the “ Friction” between the miners and the masters. 

Name of the nigger-minstrel show the gentleman who “ Never 
smiled again” had been to. 

Souvenir feather from the starboard wing of the pair used by the 
young lady who “Flew” intoa violent passion. 

A reversionary interest in the assurance company’s policy on the 
young man who was the “ Life of the party.” 

The name and number of the police constable who was posted on 
the “Point” of the joke. 

The definite nothing that formed the opposite of the “Tndes- 
cribable something,” that “Seemed to draw you towards” the 
roc of the penny novelette—and last, but not by any means 

least—— 


Quida! 


—_——> —_— 


LAPSUS LINGUZ. 
Goon Mistress Smith, disconsolate, 
Had viewed for many a year 
Her husband's unregenerate state ; 
Had striven, with love sincere, 
His heart with pious thoughts to fill, 
But all attempts had failed, until 
Acertain day there landed 
When, as her spouse in sanctum sate, 
He rose in an excited state 
With eyelids wide expanded, 
And pressed his burning forehead with his hand 
And said, “I want to find the Better Land :” 


Good Mistress Smith, with pleasure deep, 
Did then and there begin 
To show her spouse how he might keep 
Away from paths of sin, 
And hope the Better Land to reach, 
But all at once her prolix speech 
Her husband stopped, sarcastic ; 
And much she wept to learn that Smith 
(Who wixhed to tie his letters with 
A circle of elastic) 
Had merely made a lapaus lingua, and 
Meant this: “1 want to find the Letter Band !” 


WATCH NIGHT. 

It was the last half hour of 1893. 1t was rather foggy, and 
decidedly frosty ; but as one by one and two by two the pedes- 
trians marched alang, and all in the direction of the quaint little 
chapel nt the end of the village, two wretched straggling strangers 
alone seemed out of harmony. As every now and again somebody 
brushed past them, and, followed by their wondering eyes, was 
secn to disap in the streak of light that poured out when the 
door of the chapel ewung over their amazement increased. 

“Bill,” said one to the other, “let's come and see what's up.” 

“I'm'all gay.” assented William, and right up to the door of the 
mysterious building they trudged. 

Still, still the people poured in. Bells were ringing, and the 
cheering strains of a large organ tloated out whenever the doors 
opened. Clearly this was a place of entertainment the like of 
which they had never sampled. But, somehow, they couldn't pluck 
up courage to “take it on.” Indeed, they were just about to slink 
otf when a female pew-opener step out, and, with a smil 
beckoned to them to enter. The more she smiled and beckone 
the greater fog they were in, until, in a truly happy moment. a light 
broke in upon William, and, pushing his companions forward by 
the shoulders the while he nodded a cheerful assent to the friendly 
young female, he exclaimed : 

“Goo on, George! Goo on in an’ shake a leg for ‘arf an ‘our; 
she's a-askin' of yer to, It'x no use me a-comin, miss, thankee all 
the same—but J can’t dance for nuts!” 


—_—__>———_ 


A MEAN ADVANTAGE, 

You hardly need to be told—unless you have just emerged from 
solitary continement in one of Her Majesty's prisons, or a padded 
room at Karlswood Asylum—that we have lately been passing 
through a season generally alluded to 2s “festive.” It is a season 
in which we “give and take" a little all round; and the man who 
takes advantage of his fellow during such revess richly deserves the 
extreme penalty under the Code SLOPER—he should be “ vigorously 
searched, rattled up and rummaged generally and elsewhere and 
told he onght not to, in a severe tone of voice.” 

The sub-nssistant ticket-collector at South Orpingkirk Railway 
Station believes in Chriatmas and the “ peace with all men yy 
arrangement. For twelve days, dating from the 24th of December, 
he ceases to regard his fellow man as one who would “do” him if he 
could, and feels a better man for so doing. Tut the arrangement 
does not appear to be mutual on the part of all the passengers using 
his station. For instance, on the night of the Ist of January, 0 
traveller, somewhat the worse for liquor, alighted, and gave up a 
twopenny ticket from Chizzleborough, the previous station, taken 
out the day before, and therefore not available. On our excellent 
olticial pointing this out to him, he said: 

“ Loo’ here—come in th’ waitin’-room, I'll ‘splain it to yer.” 

So into the waiting-room they went. 

“Te'n see wha’ I've done,” said the passenger ; “clear as mud.” 

“Well, what ‘ave yer done?” 

“Why—don’ see?—I must ha’ given up to-day's ticket yesserd:ay, 
an’ kep’ yesserday’s ticket till t’-day b’ mistake! Clear as mud !” 

Then he went away. 

The sub-assistant ticket-collector has worked it out to the best 
of his ability on his little boy's slate, and has even borrowed the 
echoolmaster’s mathematical instruments, but the only conclusion 
he can arrive at is that he has been cruelly DONE! 


—_———_—— 


Ewery Thursday. One Halfpenny. 


QUIPS. 


A Story Paper for all Ages, Sexes and Sizes. 
SIXTEEN PAGES. 
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THEIR IDOL. 


——— 


Tre was surpassingly handsome. On that point, at least, we all 
thoroughly agreed, with a unanimity which, representing as it did 
the individual opin- 
ion of fourteen ladies 
of widely diverse 
ages and attractions, 
was both surprising 
and delightful. 

And we were ter- 
ribly in want of ex- 
citement just then, | 
A Bournemouth <> 
boarding-house, | 
whose clientéle con- |“ 
sists, for the most 

mrt. of elderly semi- 

invalids, mostly bad 
tempered and faddy, 
ix not a particularly 
enlivening sort of 
place in the middle 
of January, When 
our hostess told us 
one day at lunch that 
she expected her 
brother, who felt 
rather in need of a 
rest, down that even- 
ing for a short stay, 
the younger members 
of the party, at least, 
brightened consider- 
ably at the intel- 
ligence. 

The new arrival 
was not there when 
we all trooped into the dining-room; but hardly had the sow 
been handed round than he burst upon our expectant gaze in all 
the glory of his manly beauty. Tall, distinguished, soldierly, with 
dark lustrous eyes and a fine head crowned with clustering jet 
black curls, he conquered at a glance ; and when he dropped grace- 
fully into the seat left vacant for him between rich old Mrs, 
Lotterdust and elderly Miss Prymleigh, and commenced to do the 
amiable to both those somewhat. austere ladies, we all felt—we 
others—that a personal slight had been put mpou us by Miss Fel- 
lowes in not placing her brother in closer proximity to our chair. 

But we soon found that Mr. Fellowes was quite disposed to 
make himself generally agreeable. He was formally introduced to 
us in the drawing-room, und, before the evening was out, had 
played duets and halma with the younger ladies, whist with the 
elder, sung three passionate love songs in a magnificent tenor 

voice, and altogether 


In all his manly beacty. 


seated Pony Peak established himself 
ee a Sasees as a universal fa- 
vourite. 

From that night 
the new boarder roze 
rapidly in popular 
esteem, and before 
the end of the week 
it was palpable that 
he was completely 
idolised by the 
feminine portion of 
the household. He 
was so good look- 
ing, so amusing, 80 
accomplished, 80 
polite, so invariably 
charming to one and 
all alike that the 
place hardly seemed 
the same, Ladies 
who had made ar- 
rangements for go- 
ing, suddenly an- 
nounced their inten- 
tion of stopping on, 
a keen and bitter 
A, rivalry sprang up 
amon the  unat- 
tended fair ones, and 
one and all bloomed 

Passionate love songs. forth in new and 
gorgeous raiment 
with a perfectly reckless disregard for expenditure. 

To tell the truth, the ladies almost fought for the society of their 
hero. To him they read, sang,and played ; with him they walked, 
talked, and tlirted, The way they coddled him up and fussed over 
him one day when he complained of a slight chill, was, in fact, 
quite suflicient in itself to reveal the tender feeling with which he 
was regarded by the more impressionable of them. To his credit 
be it said, however, that he never took the slightest advantage, or 
appeared to be aware of the admiration he aroused ; one and all 
were treated with equal courteous attention. Each lady was 
happily persuaded, however, that her own charms possessed 
wremier attractions, and was content to watch what she called the 
indecent efforts of her rivals from a position of self-assured 
security. 

But the end was at hand. Rumours of the idol’s engagement to 
this lady or that had been tloated regularly daily amidst breathless 
silence, and con- 
tradicted after- 
wards to general 
relief. One morn- 
ing, however, Mr. 
Fellowes’ seat re- 
mained vacant all 
through lunch, No 
one cared, though, v 
to remark pointed- 
ly upon his non- 
fs peel for fear 
of exciting jealous 
remark, When the 
ladies assembled 
ut tea, however, 
and their pet was 
still absent, anxi- 
ety could no longer 
be restrained, and 
the long-widowed 
Mrs. Lotterdus' 
who considerec 
herself well in the 
running, pointedly 
asked the hostess 
if she knew any- 
thing of her bro- 
ther's movements, 
Miss) Fellowes 
smiled myster- 
jously, 

“ Well, yes,” she 
said; “my — bro- 
ther received letter this morning ealing him back rother 
suddenly to town, His wife—there are no gentleren preseat. | 
think—his wife is expecting a racher interes foevent somiuwheal 
sooner than was ¢ anticipated, and—er—of course, he wishes to be 
present on the occasion.” 
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“What do you think? When 1 gave 
one of if famous skirt dances at our 


Penny Reaiinzs the other day, the 
vicar insisted upon ringing down the 
: “N it tak: ir physi shall } this t Vapid Chappte. 1 ing to a fi 1 ball hat t Regge i Lae ie rap eens 

“ low, on take yen pysic, yon shall have this tarve ‘ap pple. Lam foing a fancy dwess 3: What costume was it not ?"—Ltract srom Letter oy 
CONSTANTINOPLE. apple.” “Oh my, it’s wasty ; but 1 will if you give us two.” would suit me?  Jsured Auir Une. A jester or Court fool, Tousg Lady. ¥ -! 


i arte tay atid mph ue if Satie ps Veter aa DISTINGUISHED PEOPLE INTERVIEWED BY A. SLOPER.- OSCAR BARRETT, ae 
rly. 


TOOTSIE'S FRIENDS. 


“Won't you have a glass of champagne in preference, Mr. SLOPER?” “No, — tomime in which the author's care is, To make us live again amongst the fairies. 
Rarrett, dear boy, thanks ; this ‘ Unsweetenel’ is gool enough for me—it is, fuvleel, For deftly vielling fairy-vifted [hes lanl It is to beat my youny friend Horace 
excellent. You must give me the address of your spirit merchant.” The above sex- Lennard, A pantomime, in which, with cunning tact. You introduce the comfort- 
ment of conversation took pluce in the richlyiecoratel manager's roum of the ing entr'acte. A pantomime well vast, in which we see Ellaline Terriss, sweet aml 
Lyceum Theatre. In using the words “richly-lccoratel,” A. SLOrkk docs not allude gentle, she! Dear Clara Jecks, a channing young stepmother, A. SLOPKK woukin’t 
to the manager, but to the apartinent, although Mr. Osenr Barrett deserves to be, not wish for any other. Frient Harry Parker, best of all ‘old men,’ Stevens and Emney, 
only by all his young friends, but by his more fully developed ones, for providing vood comedians, Then, Bonny Kate Chart, amd manly-voiced Deane Brand—His 
such a charming, beantiful aud yet funny withal, pantomine as Cinderella, ‘Then sng of * Volunteers’ is simply grand! Charles Lauri, wonderful as cat and clown, 
No 322.—Miss Lina WYNN, rising to his feet, glass in hand, the Eminent delivered hinself of the following : Dressed like Grimmldi of Old London Town, And dancers—Louie Tevelay and Zan- 


“Oecar, good luck to you, friewl uf my youth! Ami also to your pantomime, In fretta; Amd Minnie Terry's Syl what could be better? A fairy a 

“1 am a willing captive to her charms 1° —The Dook Snook, truth, a towel oor. Ine, uve Savor OeeW Amt to a many, Oxcar, I pate been, A nicer Jew see Than Susie Vaughan, A. SLOr Rh & pag pee ace lest 

* ” pee Bob. pantomime ‘draggy’ for a minute, A pantomime with not a super in it, Thanks although she scarcely comes Above my elbow, Alice poks, crnm! low Ido 

Woukl I could feel arsured of Lily's love ! Tord to the manager-composer’s art, For all, yea, to the humblest, plays a part. A panto- love that girl—it's quite admissible—She is so clever, cheeky, nice, and kissable. 

© What wonder that snch beauty has enslaved me !” mime with music of the best, A pantomime that is superbly dressed: In wealth of Owar, my boy, Tdrink to you, oll fella, And ag goal company in Cinderella \" 
—The Hon. Billy. lovely tints none coull be finer, For have you not a Wilhetn for designer? A pane Theuthe Old Man tished out his hat from under his seat aud departed. 


_ THE ELDER IS SHOCKED. 


ee 
| ‘ 
Watt 


(1) “See what a thing dehanchery ia, an’ what it's brocht upon thac puir eraters,” mnrmnred the Filer, who saus (2) “Elder,” feebly moaned the (3) “Sie hypocrisy as IT hae been an unwilling witness tne this day wid 
he has been suffering from influenza during the New Yeur time, “Aw’'l jist mention this tae the Mecnister, wi’ a Minister, “ina rheumatiau is causin’ rive moag a saint tae drinking ; as for me, only a little in strict modcration 
view to poupit rebukes.” me muckle suilering.” tau stemly my werves,” 
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thank ye : John G 
OUR WEEKLY WHIRLIGIG. 


Whatasloshy, sploshy, muddy, foggy, cold, wet and miserable winter we are having, to be sure! bun :— Though but a figure formed of snow, With boys A, SLOPER'S all the go :—The ice was thin; 
Nothing but discomfort to be encountered whichever way we turn, Oh, for the balmy breezes — one little slip, And foolish skaters get a dip:—The holiday, though very short, Will afford the 
of genial summer once more! Skating and sleighing have no charms for me, Let us proceed :— AP's lots of sport :—Aslecp? Oh, no! but wide awake, And later on his wife will quake—My 
OF giant birds a noble show; To see them one and all must go :—Gay Monson likea not being guyed, — centre illustration depicts the one and only A, SLOPER sculptured in snow, The Crambling Kditice 
And at this sight is much annoyed :—Braco,my lads,atriumph icon! And honest Johnnie takes the does not know whether to be proud of his eftigy or not——THE SLOPERIAN SILOWMAN, 


PICKING HIS WAY. 


: A OECIDED “BAR”-GAIN. 
“Very well, Lord Greenacres, you pay me £1,000, and T'll drop 
the breach-of-promise and give you back your lettcrs,” 


Mrs. J. Don’t lose your temper, John Jarman, over that 
bird, it's one of our own killing. 
Mr. J, Vamp! how did ye manage it? Got a railway 


“The Ni ‘ ” Patented by A. ‘ 
rhea oe oe en ea fs Bir, “Sarah, bring the cont-pick.” “The coal-pick, sir?” = “The coal-pick—c-o-wl- p-i-c-k. This sonp is frozen.* — truck to run over it? 


ALLY-CAMPANE. 


—— 


{rv there is one thing more than another that is calculated to 
sour the temper of the average Britisher, it is undoubtedly the 
terrible wea- 
ther to which 
he is treated 
during the 
winter 
months. 
The only in- 
dividual 
who reaps 
any hencefit 
from the va- 

ies of the 
nglish cli- 
mate, seems to 
be the plunb- 
er, Four or 
five days of 
unex pected 
and shar 
frost, an 
three or four 
heavy snow- 
storms, are 
followed by a 
couple of days 
of rapid thaw 
and a deluge 
of rain. This 
is about the 
general aver- 
age. The consequence is, that the genial householder is, for about 
three parts of the winter, at his wits’ ends to prevent hia furniture 
being spoiled, and himself and family from being floated out into 
the public highway through the bursting of water pipes; and yet 
he is expected to look happy and contented under all these 
afflictions, Truly the lot of an Englishinan is a hard one. 


s 

CoME, come, good people, hurry up, hurry up! “A. Sloper's 
Poor A meal “Is not being responded to se deyoed like as fast as he 
would like; but the Old Man has still unshaken confidence in the 
benevolence of his readers. He is sure of their kindness, sure of 
their charity, sure of their generosity ; certain, tant now he has 
ro plainly pointed out to them the misery he is striving to alleviate 
they will help him to the best of their ability, Now, plense, don’t 
let the dear old chappie feel he's put his trust in you in vain. 


s 

A LADIES’ paper warns the unwary fair one against leaving fans 
and wraps carelessly about on ball room seats ; for, it says, in words 
to that effect, if you do 
you may think yourself 
jolly lucky, when you 
come back for them, 
that they haven't been 
prigged. This is very 
rad, but, we fear, very - 
true, for weare told that , 
there are certain females 
who attend semi-public 
dances for the sole pur- 
pose of walking off with 
whatever portable 
property they can lay. 
their hands on. So be 
careful, you girls, be 
careful, °° 


THERE are ample 
grounds for the state- 
ment that the Sultan 
of Turkey has ordered 
QYuips to be translated 
weekly into his native 
tongue. It just shows 
what a very fine and 
large universal favour- 
ite our wonderful ha’- 
penny story paper is, 
doesn't itt " 


id 

It is stated on 
authority that there is 
a probability of the Amcer of Atehaniotes Paring usa visit shortly. 

f the Ameer resembles his neighbour, the of Persia, in any 
respect, England perhaps will not be cee pomernky rejoiced to 
see her presumptive visitor. A little bird whispers us that the 
Shah's general conduct during his last visit thoroughly disgusted 
certain nigh personages in this country. 


s 
IN forcing the hand of the Government and compelling them to 
disgorge an eight-hour scheme for their Wovolwich Arsenal 
employes, John Burns has proved himeelf a true friend of the 
working-man. There is only one other man in England who 
could have done the deed, and that man ia A, SLOPER. The 
Eminent drinks to you with great gusto, Johnnie. 
s 
A SPORTING Sontem pores hat ee that, whatever the result of the 
fight between Corbett and Mitchell, there is a pons that oll 
England will see the latter no more. For this mercy, let us be 
duly and truly thankful. *,° 


AS the present weather is hardly adapted to promenading the 
streets, even in the day time, we would recommend those who have 
an afternoon or 80 
to spare to pay a 
visit to the Com- 
edy Theatre, The 
management there 
are producing, in 
a series of daily 
matinées, 
Buchanan's Piper 
of Hamelin. The 
piece is one of the 
smartest we have 
ever witnessed 
— ,the — 
author's pen, an 
is well worthy of 
patronage. my 
set-off and after- 
piece to theabove, 
an opportunity is 
given to the 
audience of wit- 
nessing Sandford 
and Merton, by 
. Y’. Burnand, music 
by E. Solomon. 
This latter piece 
is excellent, 
libretto and music 
being splendidly 
matched. En- 

ged in the two casts are such well-known names as Frank 
Wyatt, Lionel Brough, E. M. Robson, Lena Ashwell, and Ada 
Dorve.” In their respective characters, exch and all of these artistes 
worthily sustain their reputation. 
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THE programme at the Pavilion is always of a fine and large 
character, and, despite the fact that numerous music-hall stars are 
at pees ere oer 
energ' pantomime, 
there is no lack of talent 
at the cheery house in 
Piccadilly Circus, Al- 
bert Chevalier, Charles 
Godtrey, Dutch Daly, 
and Sam Redfern count 
for something, and so do 
fits Walle Rated gy 

elie, Nellie Nav =~ 9? a 
and Marie Le Blanc. is Oe 
The sensational shooting 
feats of Captain Fowler 
Hie Fraszell 


surprised to learn that 
the crowned heads of 
Kurope are also of that 
opinion. It’s a grand 
iow altogether, and you 
must go and see it the 
first chance you get. 


© 

THE Mildewed Maéstro 
has this day been pleased 
to confer the “ Award of 
Merit” upon WALTER 
SLAUGHTER, Vecause he's 
a first-rate musician, 
“Festher,” bleated the ; 
Azure-Eyed, “you often ‘ears of music bein’ murdered, don't yer? 
ut, when you come to think of it, all Walter's toonful composi- 
tions are Siaughtered——” But ere another word was uttered, 
the Old Man had him by the scruff, and once again Alexandry 
favours a horizontal position. « « 

s 


THINGS most certainly are not improving in Africa. Not long 
ago the capture of Lobengula was assured. Now, the English 
officials over there have to acknowledge that they are not 
acquainted with his whereabouts. To make matters worse, just at 
the moment when the Matabele are once more becoming trouble- 
some, news reaches us of a conflict with the French near Siera 
Leone. Although, up to the present, our friendly relatioos with 
France have not been strained, complications muy arise at any 
moment. Under these circumstances, the [lome Government thin 
it best for A. SLOPER to proceed to Africa at once, taking in Paris 
on his way. *\° 

Ix spite of the recent outcry against the rotten condition of our 
Navy, the Admiralty are plodding along just in their old sweet 
style. From 
what we can 
gather, they 
have not even 
taken the trou- 
ble to investi- 
gate —_ certain 
serious charges 
made against 
them by _rea- 
ponsible _indi- ; 
yiduals, What 
they are _ 
ing for, perhapa 
they would find 
it difficult to 
explain them- 
selves. When 
e n tga He 
plun into 
the heat of bat 
tle against an 
army in com- 
parison with 
which her own 
is a mere flea 
ue: ag ci 
sbips r, 
better manned, 
and swifter 

any she 
can pit against 
them, she will then Frobebly wake up to a erense of her danger. 
Once before have we heard the words “ Zuo late /" associated with 
England's policy, and before long we are likely to hear it again. 


s 
THE New Oxford is always bright and cheery, and a first-rate 
programme there a certainty. ‘That Mr. Brighten knows how to 
cater for his Ba is clearly shown by the plain fact that the 
big house is always full to overflowing. The present show is no 
exception to the general rule of excellence, and amusement seekers 
should trot Oxford Street way one night soon. 


s 
A CORRESPONDENT is mistaken in assuming that he saw A. 
SLopeEr skating at Hampstead during the recent frost. As mat- 
ter of fact, the Old Man’s silver-plated Acmes were—well, you 
know where—and before he could raise the oof to get ‘em out, on 
came the thaw, ‘Twas ever thus, _ 


s 

RoBERTs's somewhat bold challenge to give any English player 
9000 in a game of 24,000 is exciting a great deal of consment among 
those who know how to 
wield a billiard cue, Peall 
has, we hear, decided to 
pick up the gauntlet, and 
our ony wonder is that 
he ia the only man who 
has come forward. We 
don't often do anything 
in the betting line—we 
can't afford it; but we 
don’t mind_ laying level 
money in French ha’pen- 
nies against the challenger. 
It must not be mer pone, 
either, that A. SLOPER 
will not be heard of in 
connection with the affair. 
The Mildewed has been 
playing fifties up with the 
uvenile marker of the 
lue Pig lately, and has 
come on wonderfully. A 
sensational challenge by 
him to the world may 
hourly be expected. 


* 

THE _ statement that 
Cousin Evelina has trays- 
ferred her young affee- 
tions to Lieutenant Gorger 
Pain, of the Ball's Pond 
Banditti, has created ruc- 
tions among those im- 
mediately concerned, Alexandry is, in fact, thirsting for somcone’s 
gore; and readers of Larks / uray look forward with contidence to 
sanguinary developments. 
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A CHRONICLE OF CURIOUS EVENTS. 


A CALENDAR FOR THE WEEK ENDING 37TH JANUARY, 1894, 
——s 


Qist January, 1887.—Mr. Samuel Murfitt, who died thi; 
day, after a few days’ illness, was a native of Wimblington, Cary. 
bridgeshire, and was fifty-five years of age. His dimensions w, 
as follows :—Height, 6ft. lin.; weight, 40 stone ; girth of wai-t, 
100in. ; nnd he measured 20in. round the calf of the leg. A hears. 
could not be found large enough for the deceased's removal, ;1)),| 
the body had to be conveyed on a flat. The sashes had to }. 
removed from the windows, and nearly twenty men were employ«:i 
to get the coftin through the window on to the flat. 


22nd January, 1873.—What was announced as the }ns 
execution of Communist prisoners, three in number, took place 
this day at Satory. 


23rd January, 1721—This day a proclamation was issued, 
offering 9 reward of £2000 for the apprehension of Robert Knight, 
cashier of the South Sea Company. Knight sbeconded with 
£100,000; but he compounded the fraud for £10,000. The South 
Sea saga was at first unwisely, and afterwards dishonestly, 
yasnaned, housands of families were ruined when the bubb!. 
urst. 


24th January, 1837.—Bendigo this day fought Charley 
Langham at Woore, {n Staffordshire. The “long ‘un” began br 
“forcing the fighting,” 2 game which suited the active and shifty 
Bendy, who punishea his opponent fearfully for almost every rusii. 
He found he had indeed caught a Tartar, He was upper-cut, fibbe:!, 
and thrown until, “bind as a pup,” his second gave in for him a 
the close of the ninety-second round and one hour and thirty-three 
minutes. 


25th January, 1731.—A dreadful fire broke out this night 
at Brussels, in the Archduchess's apartments, which consumed the 
palace with all its rich furniture, the Archducheas and her ladies 
very narrowly escaping. 


26th January, 1890.—A newspaper of this date says: “At 
the Drogheda Guitar Sessions, before his honour, Judge Kisbey, a 
process was brought against a Mr. Kinney, on the suit of Miss Weir, 
to recover a quartér’s rent, £5 15s., for a house—her property—at 
the Marsh, Drogheda. The defendant was exami and stated 
that he moved into the house on a Monday eT They heard 
noises in it on the second night they were there. His wife told him 
that comething heavy had been thrown upon her in bed. She looked 
up and saw a figure yes over the bottom of the bed. She was 
tly frightened, and they had to leave the following day. His 
fonour : hat is no defence in the eyes of the law. I must givea 
decree. Mr. Smith (solicitor for defendant): I have witnesses 
here who can prove to you that the house is haunted. His honour: 
That does not matter, 


27th January, 1712.—The Countess of Sunderland and the 
Lady Rialton, daughters of the Duke of Marlborough, this day 
resigned their places as ladies of the bedchamber. On the 30th of 
the previous month the Duke had been deprived of all his offices. 
The places held by the Duke and Duchess were estimated to be 
worth £62,525, exclusive of indirect sources of emolument. 


— od 


SOON SETTLED. 


They saw each other first across 
A Brighton table @héte ; 

It only took them to the fish— 
Each other's charms to note. 


It was a case of love at sight. 
His eves said, “1 propose.” 

Tiers said, “I’m thine,” and then they sealed 
The compact with their toes. 


— 


A DRAMA IN REAL LIFE. 


HAVE you ever noticed what an irritating tendency the public 
have—both male and female—for conducting their private corres- 
pondanes upon the little desks intended for telegram writers at our 

ndon er If you haven't, you are probably an inmate 
of the Home for the Indigent Blind! But, anyway, the fact 
remains; if they’ve any writing to do—such as composing the 
monthly letter to poor Aunt Lizzie, out in Woollamallooloo. 
N.S.W.; totalling up the washing book, calculating the amount 
won by a three-and-sixpenny wager on a winner at Kempton Park 
that started at seventeen to twenty-two odds on, or filling in the 
thirty-three questions form for a person desirous of enlisting in the 
Starch Green Rifles—they go do itina fice | 

The other Thursday morning a sear -dressed young woman 
stood at one of these partitioned-off little desks in the office at 
aden Circus. Upon the desk before her she had bundled one- 
hundred-and-forty-four Christmas cards, which she'd bought ina 
job lot for fourpence-farthing, a penny packet of paper = a partly 
nibbled Bath bun, one of her gloves, a key and a halfpenny post- 
card, She'd just bought the post-card (for three farthings), and 
she was counting her ninetcen and elevenpence-farthing change 
from her right hand into her purse. 

A young man came up with a large, square Christmas-card enve- 
lope in one hand, and said, “ Beg Nn, miss, are you using the 
pen for half a jiff?” 

“What ‘half a jiff’ may be I do not know,” she said, haughtily ; 
“but I'm about to employ it in writing to my husband.” 

“ Dear, dear, how odd!” he said, “and I wanted it to address 
this Merry Christmas nonsense to my old Dutch. Quite a coinci- 
dence, ain't it?” 

“Well, it is—rather. Is your wife away for long?” 

“I hope so! and your inferior half?” 

“Has gone up to Scotland to spend Christmas with his step- 


mother, 

Bel G ! nothing but coincidences! You don’t happen to 
be thirsty, do you?” 

“Why do you ask?” 


“Because Jam, and that would be another coincidence—which 
we could rectify across the Circus, at the Bodega.” 

“ Well, seeing it’s Christmas——" 

But just as she was gathering up her glove, and her carda, and 
her bun, and her envelopes, a large woman, fis had been hiding 
her head in the next cub y-hole, loomed up like a second Camper- 
down, and shouted, in a perfectly terrible voice, “Oh, this is what 
you had to come up to town for, is it, John George? This is the 
reason that you couldn't lend me a hand at chopping the suet! 
You despicable earth-worm! You thing / Now then—right about 
face—quick marr—ch!” 

And she grabbed him by the ear, and led him humbly out. 

“Beg pardon, miss,” gaid a grinning newspaper man, who had 
paused in his occupation of filling up a form for withdrawing two 
sovereigns from his hard-earned savings in the post office bank, to 
enable him to drink repose to the soul of Doctor Johneon, and had 
seen it all, “but as tliat good lady appears to have busted that 
coincidence all to blazes, What d’ye say to coming across the way 
and having a small docker of old tawny along o’ me?” 

And—reuld you believe it ?— 

She did! 

——_»—___ 


Every Wednesday. Twropence- 
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ppears, quite 500 streets, roads, ete., in |'ungary named after its 
[niece an, WW celebrated novelist, Jokal !} 


Tris naming of streets 


ut -e- 
teat chet after eminent men, 
1 ApoTwe way Who've won their renown 
H ro by sword, brain, or pen, 
SLOPER STREET Is a custom that might be 


in Britain increased— 

There are certain big 
names that deserve it, 
at least. 


Why should Jokai have 
80 many roads to his 


ALLY LANE Py 


ALEXANDRY SQuARE 


place name 

While we have a Joker 
esued|, with none? ‘Tis a 
night shame ! 
- with A certain known street 
South might be called, it is 
neatly in, 
bubble “ SLOPER'S Avenue,” say, 

in the place of “Shoe 
harley , ae 
an by Why not Tootsie Terrace 
shifty and Hon, Billy Road! 
y rusli, Why not McNab Man- 
ibbed, sions, to keep up the 
him at le 
three spsscirg gf end ALLY, 
. and F.0.S, Street 
nicht Would also to wayfarers sound very swect ! 
ed the And why not Larks/ Lane, pray? and why not Quips Court? 
ladies For each would be popular as a resort. 
And, while we're about this nomenclature grand, 
ae Why not rename Britain LARKSQUIPSSLOPERLAND? 
SS 
bens FAIRLY SPOOFED. 
ty—at “Bur Kitty,” persisted the youthful aristocrat, “ you don’t mean 
stated to say you insist upon sending that letter to your lawyers?” 
heard “Certainly, if you insist upon chucking me for Lady Sarsh ue 
ld him “But—but I never promised to marry you; never had the 
looked slightest intention of such a thing,” cried the young viscount. 
he was “You forget the document in which your lordship does me the 
His honour of asking me to be ue bride,” sneered the young actress. 
given “Oh, the cursed letter! Yes, but I was drunk when | wrote it, 
mesnes I must have been ; I haven't the least recollection of what I said.” 
pnolr “I'm afraid a court of law is hardly likely to accept so Iame an 
excuse,” said Kitty, coldly. 

His lordship breathed an eloquent curse between his ect teeth. 
nd the “Dash it all, Kitty,” he said, at length, “1 suppose that letter's 
is day to be bought, eh?” 
th of “Well, yes; ata r ” confessed the Indy. 
offices. “Well, old chap, I want the diamond tiara I’ve heard you sperk 

to. about as one of the family heirlooms.” 

His lordship pee 

“Nonsense, Kitty!” he said. “The tiara! Why—why it’s 


priceless; it must 
never leave the 

family!” 
* Ax you please,” 
said Kitty, caluly. 
“1 should, of 
course, prefer to 
wear it as your 

ie i 
“Oh mpos- 
d ‘ble!’ IT tell 
you you can’t have 
it! I daren't give 
it you! There, 
wont five thou- 
sind —ten  thou- 


publie sind, bu 
: and, y you? 
at pon “Oh, yes, and 
inmate have you stopping 
‘ fact the cheque. 
ng the No, no, dear boy, 
looloo. it’s the tiara 
mount or—"” and she 
n Park smiled expressively. 
iauthe The viscount groaned, “ Look here, Kitty,” he said at last, “ Vil 
‘in think it over. I—I’ll do what [ can; but I can't promise.” 


the And with that Kitty was confident of ultimate victory ; and she 
was right, for, five days after, his lordship returned. 


worman “Well,” inquired Kitty, eagerly, “have you got it?” 

cpl “ Yes,” was the answer; “but ‘it’s cost. me no end of lies and 
5¢ inal trouble, and I don’t know how I shall ever explain its absence— 
part! say I was robbed of it, 1 suppose. Where is the letter!” 

: i.‘ Here,” said Kitty—“ but let's see the tiara first. Ah, that's all 
gee) right!” she exclaimed, her eyes sparkling as she on the 
hance hing gems. “Here, hand it over; here's your letter.” 
pRAnE His lordship snatched at the paper, Kitty at the case. 
aire “Why, d—n it !” he exclaimed hastily glancing at the letter, 

th “this isn'ta Rronueel it’s a dinner invitation.” 
ng the “I know that,” laughed Kitty ; “that was all you ever wrote 
htily: me. But I shouldn't have got the tiara if I'd told you, eh? 
gntlly Spoofed, dear boy, spoofed |” 
dares “Well, I don’t know,” said his lordship; “I fancy it's the other 
rhe way about. 1’m free of your blackmailing pretty cheaply.” 
coincl- Cheaply ! at the price of a diamond t ra?” 
“Diamond tiara be hanged!” roared his lordship. “That's a 
paste facsimile I had made on purpose, and the whole lot didn’t 
‘eee cost more than fifty shillings at the most.” 
pen to GIRLS OF THE “FRIV.” 
HENRIETTA STEVENS. 
hich Gussie's cyes with tears 
whic are dim, 
"Cos he ne'er can get a 
7 1 Girl to dance aud sing 
hi tae forhim, | 
ie Smart as Henrietta. 
what What docs budding 
pis the author, who 
p suet! Needs for novelette 
; about Blithe and _ benuteous 
heroine, do? 
a Flies to Henrietta. 
AC 
. two Shrewd mammas_ of 
ank, to maidens fair 
nd had Strive in vain to seta 
d that Trap to catch young 
he way nobles : they're 
: “Gone” on Henrietta. 
<=. “ALLY SLOPER, short of 
brass, 
Secksa chance to bet a 
is Quid that not a lovelier 


lass 
Lives than Henrietta. 


Folks who in the “ Friv.” 
have shares, 

Mighty eoon will net a 

Fortune, and be millionaires, 

=P) Thanks to Henrietta. 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 
THE EDITOR'S LETTER-BOX. 


_—s— 


2 HMottaxp Park Roan, Kexsinctox, W., 
January 4th, Usd. 

Dean S1R,—I am desired by Sir Frederi. Leighton to inclose » 
cheque for £1 in response to your “ Christnias Appeal.” With tl 
seasonable wishcs, believe me, yours very faithfully, 

JOHN UNDERHILL (Secretary). 


Oxrorp Music HALL, Loxpos, January 6th, 18M. 
Dear Mr, Stoper.—I incloxe £1 1s.to your “ Christmas Fund.” 
With best wishes for the New Year, vours faithfully, 
MINNIE CUNNINGHAM. 


Rupert Corrace, Beprord Park, Janwary 7th, 1804. 
DEAR Sin,—I inclose a tritle towards your “Sloper Fund.” 
Yours very truly, HARRY NICHOLLS, 


——— ee 


SLOPER’S VAGARIES. 
No. 201.—He AVERTS A NATIONAL DISASTER. 


You have heard, with mouth agape, 
Full many a garbled version 
Of the terribly narrow excape 
That the Northward-bound excursion 
And the Southward-bound excursion had 
From coming kertlop tozether, 
As over the slippery rails like mad 
They slid in the froaty weather. 
Tut listen to me, and I'll tell to you 
The credible version—the tale that’s true. 


ALLY SLOPER, Esquire, P.B., 
Whom men as a lover of gice know, 
Went forth from Shoe Lane, E.C., 
With his skates on a skating beano, 
To Sefton Meadows by Liverpool town. 
‘Cos why? ‘Cos he knew full well, 
If he went to skate in Hyde Park, that down 
On his wicked old hulk pell-mell 
Would come, in their anger, his creditors bold, 
Like Byron's Assyrian wolves on the fold. 


At three on a winter's morn 
The Skating Trip went northward 
In which Our was borne: 
At three in the morn came forthward 
From the City of Ships to London town 
An excursion train that day : 
‘And the line called “up” and the line called “down.” 
Got mixed ina curious way. 
And, in midway course, steaming forth amain, 
On the sclfsame rails ran the trip-trains twain. 


The driver of neither train 
Mad marked the imminent amash, 
But passengers peeping from winduw pane 
Wist well of the coming crash. 
And a Bedlam of yells arose 
That was heard for a mile or three, 
And SLOPER awoke from the snouze he snoze, 
And “Wazza jam row?” said he. 
Ro they told him with tears of the coming collision, 
But he mocked at their fears, and he said in derision : 
* Collision be jamd! Whadja talkinsh about? 
Lemme puttish my Dangerish Signalish out i" 
‘And his rubicund Nose from the window he popped, 
‘And it fell on the southward-bound train-driver's vision, 
Who thought it A SIGNAL OF DANGER—and stopped 
Just in time to avert an alarming collision ! 


ALLY SLOPER’S 


CHRISTMAS APPBHBAL 
FOR THE DESTITUTE POOR OF LONDON. 


SUBSCRIPTIONS ACKNOWLEDGED Last WEEK, £120 13s. Oy. 

SINCE ReckIvKD:—ALLY SLOPER, Faq. T.0.M. (Weekly Donation), £1; 
BEN PULLER, F.O.8. (Champion Diver of the World), £1 18.: J. W. (Felixtowe), 
Bs. GEORGE SPRY, 58.5 “ANON” (Charing Cross), 1s; FRIRND (South Africa), 
10s; HENRY WYNDUAM, £1; IT. E. G. (Torquay), 10s, 6d.; “ POSTMEN ”«Cam- 
herley), 2s. 6d.; “AN IT" (Second Donation), 2s, Gl.: CHAS. G. ALLAN, £1 18.; 
KATi« LAWRENCE, £1 1s; ADKLINA ANTONIA, 2s. 64.5 ¥. 8. SUMMERS (Agel 
13 venra), 58: WILLIAM PARKINSON, £1 1s; *“Nurraw” (Faruburo’), 1s.; 
U. Tis, 24. 

Making a total received up to January 9t!, 1894, £129 4s. O}d. 


SCARCE. 

Elderly Spinster. Ah! well, my dear, I suppose you expect to 
be very happy and all that, but, for my own part, 1 could never 
marry a man older than myself. 

Youthful Spinster, Oh! 1 don’t know. There must be a few 
about somewhere, I should think. 


a 


A COUNTER APPLICATION. 


X. What's become of young Hangabout? I haven't seen him 
around lately. 7 
‘ Y. Oh! he's taken to work at last—fairly carving his way to 
‘ortune, 
X. Indeed! What's he doing? 
Y. Slicing joints in a ham and beef shop. 


——_———— 


UNDER THE UPAS TREE. 


Tie clouds of to-day will be cleared away 
liv the sheen of the sun to-morrow: 

And Life is too brief to be spent in grief, 
And the world is too wide for sorrow. 

So heed we, whatever our woes may be, 
The words of the Kastern poet : 

“Ye have tasted the fruit of the Upas tree, 
Lut the anodyne grows below it!” 


You may fix your sight on a lurid light 
Till the tlare of the flame svems double : 

And trouble and woe more malignant grow 
If we brood over woe and trouble. 

There's a balenm, whatever our pain may be, 
For our pain, if we did but know it : 

We have tasted the fruit of the Upas tree, 
But the anodyne grows below it! 


RECEIPT-ED. 
First Actor, Wallo, old chap, back again? Made anything out 
of your last tour? : 
Xecond Actor. No; only one man did that. 


First Actor. Ah! the manager? : F 
‘Second Actor. No, the treasurer; bolted with the receipts just 


before treasury, and left us all stoncy ! 


HUNDREDS AND THOUSAN Os. 
Doesn't Like Paying: Magist-rates. 
Pda iy acankac be the founrier eit town in Scotland ?— 


vf h easily make a Glase-go. 
eet frev" ne the lincont said when His Fossilship relin- 


quished his hold of it and fell into the gutter. 


23 
SMYTHE. 
(A Stony or MEDILAVAL TIMES.) 


CHAPTER XI. 

Georrrey De SwyTHE walked with brisk steps towards the 
place where he usually met Murielda, Thowsh they were narrivd, 
It was a secret from 
even Murielda’s father, 
and the secret had 
been well kept. 
Though they met fre- 
quently, it was always 
in the denser parts of 
the forest, and their 
meetings had been un- 
discovered by prying 
eyes, For an hour 
Geoffrey patiently 
waited for his wife to 
come to him, but at 
Inst he got anxious. 
It was evident that 
something had delayed 
her. He determined 
to make his way to- 
wards her father's cot- 
tage. Cautiously he 
approached the little 
building, and was as- 
tonished to hear 
eounds of anger issuing 
from it. These sounds 
emboldened him tu 
approach the doorway, 
and, as he did 80, he 
hailed : 

“What ho, good 
master forester! me- 
thinks there should be an Act of Parliament passed against the 
use of such fiery language.” 

“T ery your pardon, good sir,” said the forester, as he recognised 
Geotfrey. “But [ have good cause for anger and for bitter grief.” 

“Indeed! And what may that cause be?” said Geoffrey, with 
assumed calmness. 

* My daughter is the cause,” said the forester, passionately, 

“ Your daughter?” 

“Ay, my daughter. She has fled from her home, and I fear me 
much has fled with some scoundrel.’ 

“Your daughter fled!) When did this happen?” 

“But two days since ; and I have scoured the forest in vain since 
to find a trace. 

“Some accident may have happened to her,” said Geoffrey. 

: “Nay, no accident fas happened. Her flight is one of purpose. 
She has tled in her bruther's clothes, and is disguised as a lad, 
where’er she may be.” 

“Why not arouse tho 
neighbours and scour the 
country?” said Geoffrey. 

“The neighbours! Who 
cares what may hap to a 
poor forester? There is no 
one near who cares enough 
to aid me in my search.” 

“1 will be one who will 
care enough,” said Geoffrey, 
eagerly. “I'll to horse at 
once!” 

“May success attend your 
efforts,” said the old man. 
“IT would I had the villain 
who has decoyed her from 
her home by the throat. 
I'd kill him as 1 would a 
rat.” 

“ And eo would I,” said 
Geottrey, as he turned hur- 
riedly away. “1 will kill 
them both,” —s muttered 
Geoffrey. “ Murielda false ! 
I can scarce believe it, 
though I needs must. 
I love her still, though I 
should hate her. She left 
but two days ayo—the very 
day my brother left. Can 
he be the villain who has 
robbed me of my wife? 
Surely no; and yet what 
can I think else? Can he 
be false to me?—false to Elfrida?—false to everything? I can 
scarce think, and yet it looks black indeed. I will to Elfrida, and 
see what she thinks of it. Perchance she can in some way allay my 
suspicions.” 

Elfrida listened to Geoffrey's tale of Murielda’s perfidy, and to 
the suggestion that John De Smythe was a partner in the tlight 
with scorn. She knew not Murielda, and admitted that she might 
have flown with someone; but she knew John De Smythe, and 
would not admit that he could be that one. She at least would not 
believe him guilty of such faithlessness, and Geoffrey, as ho 
listened to her sturdy championship of his brother, was comforted, 

Geottrey set out ona wild pe of the neighbourhood, He visited 
all the small towns and villagestwithin a many miles’ radius, but 
found not what he sought, and at last came home in despair and 
settled down a gloomy man. The biron saw with concern that his 
second son was ill at ease, and organized speeial frays and raids to 
more distant districts, in 
order that his son might 
enjoy change of air and 
scene; but these expedi- 
tions, though they proved 
profitable transactions in 
the matter of cattle, 
brought no joy to the soul 
of Geoffrey De Smythe. 
He continued sick and 
sorrowful ; he pined away ; 
and ere a year had ela) 
his father saw with horror 
that his son’s armour 
hung loosely on him, that 
his cheeks were hollow, 
and that his eyes began 
to sink into two dark and 
gloomy caverns. 

The baron would fain 
have agreed on the mar- 
riage between his son and 
the Lady Elfrida, but in 
his condition of health, 
the thought of mar- 
riage had to be set asid 
and besides, the nature o' 
the Lady Elfrida’s vow 

recluded the possibility. 

‘he gloom that surround. 
ed Geotfrey De Smythe 
continued to increase, 
and the apothecary, who 
had been called in to study hia cise, had to confess that 
Geoffrey's condition was beyond his skill. 

(To be continued next week.) 


Geoffrey patiently waited, 


Turned harrielly away. 


24 ALLY SLOPER'S HALF-HOLIDAY. (Saturday, January 20, 18u4, 
THE “F.0.8." PORTRAIT GALLERY. WHAT WE HAVE TO CONTEND WITH. 


RATHER! 
Beak. Which will you have, prisoner, thirty shillius 
or one month ? 
Prisoner (with avidity), Wal, T reckon, your waship, 
the thirty bob ‘d come in haudicst just now. 


TUE 
Horace 
Mes 


---— 
— 


= 


No. 343.—Avcusre VAN BENS, F.OS. 
“The illustrions suliect of this week's biography is a striking 
example of the fact that it 1s better to be born Tacky than rich. 


Born of scrupulously hovest, and couscquently somewhat ootless First Urchin. ‘Fre y‘ar, sir: stalls or dress circle ? 
parents, our heru had at oue time about as inuch idea of ever Second Urchin, Cheese it Bill! Caru’t yer see that the bloke ‘as got ‘is old woman wid ‘im to-nite, 60 ‘e's 
attaining his present exalte! position in the world, as he hat of gui’ inter the pit ? 


inhabiting the moon as 9 pioneer emigrant, or becoming Bishop 
- Blecomnrarta ae lb dienee of small matters apes a mans fee 
pro we day, in ing @ pawnbroker’s window, 
Auguste noticed therein a dilapidated violin marked, *Cheap, USEFUL PROPER TIES. 
4s. 6d.’ By dint of much scraping he at length acquired the 
etemr bern with the instenmoons of estate, his =e 
slight, and the consternat; hia parents. he 
seductive strains of * D'isy ' were then unknown, and the pathetic 
meloly, * After the Ball’ not then popular, but there were other 
equally favourite airs, and Auguste ground them out with a 
persistency that soon secured him the chuck from the pa 
roof-tree. He then joined a travelling theatrical company as 
*the baw!,’ and it was here that he learnt the lessons which have 
ecrvel him so well. We have no space to dwell upon the rapid 
way in which he strode up the lakler of Fame, upon the top 
gust rung of which he now stands—mummer, manager, and 
musician, Chictly because he knows how to tour a company he 
was crentel F.O.S., aml the ‘Sloper Awarl of Merit’ presented 
te him December 1th, 1893."—Lebreté Laproved. 


"ushiny ’ eller. Mavin't 
pills, James? You 


(1) Bill Ragbaggs. Now, miseus, 1 don't warnt to make myeclf no ways obst: us, my man. They always pinched him a bit, so I daresay he won't mind giving ‘em 
but togs and brass I must and will'ave! D'yecr? dfrs. wv. Very well, my §away.—(4)  Prape you'd better call Hse down here, though, Sukey. Fivittome 
goo man, take your foot out of the doorway aml we'll see what we can do for you, —_ and talk to the poor man himself, though his temper is outrageous whenever he sees 
besoapi go and fetch the master's oll hat and boote.—(2) “No, missus; hout o' this a tramp, to be sure.” Hill Ragbaggs. "Ere !—blimey! I'm orf out o’ this, sharp! I 
*ere door I don’t budge a hinch till 1 gits them things! Ani if that ‘ere gal dunt ain't no bloomin’ Jack the Giant-killer, see ?——(5 s, Lonewiddy. We can put 'em 
look sharp it'll be my dooty to knock ‘er bloomin’ ‘ew! orf, and yourn an’ all, an’ so away again now, Sukey, till next time. That's the fifth tramp we've scared into blue 
I don't deceive yer !"——(3) Mrs. Lonewiddy. Ucre's the master's old hat and boots, fits this week. They're as good as # regiment of soldiers in tle housc, eh? 


5 


HOUSFHOLD JOYS. GIRLS SLOPER’S KISSED. 


WR Meee ti j= /, 
__ NET 
wy i hy Mt 


A SIGN OF THE TIMES. 


you azs !—why «don't yer call yer Jog off ? 


Fo vally fool }—dou't ye sve yours is getting | 


—— = 
SSS 


a 
= 


“Tw H *acurf o° buttick steak 3 an’ muvver ses ver Tleasant to wake up one morning, when the thermometer 
got EN bs cole seg Wa fue my little bravver wot's very ill!” etamls at 25 deyrees Fale, aud flud the pipe in the bath- Ae “You'd be cold, too, ol chappic, if your purveyors of winter 
Your little bruvver ain't lawst much of ‘is little appetite, ‘as ‘e 2" ruum has burst overliead. Miriam. garments were frozen out, as mine are !” 


London; Printed at the Camden Press, 110 High Street, N.W. and Published by the Proprictor, GILBERT DALZIEL, at “The Sleperies,” 99 Shue Lauc, Fle :t Street, E.0.—Saturday, January 20, 1894, 
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